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WHERE W: have it on the best 
INNOCENCE Biblical authority that no 
IS BLISS. man can touch pitch and escape 


defilement, but that a man may 
be in practical politics for thirty years and 
yet have no suspicion of the way campaign 
funds are raised has lately been demonstrated. 
Colonel RoosEVELT’s ignorance of the source 
of the Republican fund in 1904 is nothing 
short of amazing. Only recently did he learn 
that some of the money which de- 
frayed the expenses of his election 
that year came from quarters which 
it is not now proper to mention in 
the best « Progressive” society. In 
other words, the Trusts gave up. 
They lined the Republican coffers 
in impressive style. Judge PARKER 
said they did at the time, and 
Colonel RoosEVELT intimated, in 
characteristic style, that he was a 
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least of the ways of “practical” politics. But 
no. Itwas not to be. Neither did his experi- 
ence in the Governor’s chair, with Boss PLATT 
as his mentor, though by no means his master, 
render him suspicious, and he swung into the 
campaign of 1990, a candidate for Vice-Presi- 
dent, with a mind absolutely unspoiled and a 
belief that campaign-funds, Republican cam- 
paign-funds in particular, came in small sums 
from the populace, which gave to the com- 
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mittee as the widow gave her mite. Not even 
the Presidency, and his relations with any 
number of intensely “practical” men, could 
shake his faith or sow the seeds of doubt. 
Trusts did wot finance the Republican cam- 
paigns, and anyone who said they did was 
a liar. Now, when the inside facts come 
tumbling out, one is not disposed to attach 
any blame to the Colonel. One simply marvels 
at his simplicity and his guilelessness. In Re- 

publican politics for thirty years, 








liar; but lately, at the expiration of 
eight years, the Colonel is obliged 
to admit that perhaps a little trust 
money did work its way into the 
Republican dough-bag unobserved 
by him. The Colonel, it seems, 
was an innocent bystander, wholly 
unsuspicious of the way in which 
Presidential campaigns were 
financed. This is the remarkable 
thing. ‘This is the thing that stands 
out in the whole dark business like 
an explosion of flashlight powder. 
THEODORE ROOSEVELT was a mem- 
ber of the New York Legislature at 
Albany in the early ’eighties. One 
would think that there, of all places, 
amid surroundings so notoriously 
“practical,” the future Rough Rider 
would at least have got an inkling 
of the way campaigns were run. 
And then again, when he ran for 
Mayor of New York City, although 
he himself did nothing of doubtful 
propriety, one would imagine that 
from Tammany Hall, his opponent, 
the young reformer would have 
acquired some slight knowledge at 











and he never knew who put up 
the money ! 
“= 


THE Bull Moose quotes Governor 

WILSON to prove that both the 
old political parties are hopeless, 
and that therefore the country’s 
sole salvation lies in a Third Party. 
Not necessarily. |. When Governor 
WiLson took hold of things in New 
Jersey he was of the opinion then that 
both of the old parties were in a 
pretty bad way, but he demon- 
strated very shortly—and to the 
grave displeasure of certain Jersey 
“Democrats” — that it wasn’t 
necessary to tear loose from a party 
in order to purge and cleanse it. 
Governor WILSON rehabilitated the 
Democracy of New Jersey by deeds 
rather than by words, and we have it 
on Colonel RoosEvett’s authority 
that “words are good when backed 
up by deeds, and only so.” 
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True is the saying that it never 

rains but it pours. Also, that 
troubles never come singly. One 
would think that, with a healthy 
split in its political midst, the Re- 
publican Party had trouble enough 
in the campaign of 1912 without 
harking back to the campaigns of 
1904 and 1908 and dragging out 





THE FIRST TIME SINCE 1892. 


Miss DEMOCRACY.—I really believe it is going to bloom again! 


more. Unlike mankind in the ab- 
stract, the Republican Party wants 
more than a little here below. 














WORTH A TRIAL. 





ouR Uncle Samuel is too delight- 
fully inconsistent, and withal a 
too- discriminating respecter of 
persons, for his own welfare. 

Does a carrier of the mails 
ever lose a one-cent postage- 
stamp, the deficiency must ab- 
solutely be made good at the 
carrier’s expense before the accounts are closed 
for the day. Does a high official, through in- 
efficient administration, lose to Uncle Samuel 
multiplied thousands of dollars yearly, Uncle 
Samuel sits back and twiddles his thumbs 
indifferently. 

Does a clerk in the postal service violate 
some small regulation dictated by a department 
head, straightway a certain number of points, 
corresponding to the gravity of the delin- 
quency, are placed against him. Does the 
head of the Department, let us say, deliberately 
refuse to enforce against the marauding express 
companies statutes that are now upon the 
books by enactment of Congress, Uncle Samuel 
has nothing to say,—nothing to say. 

Does some misguided low-brow take it upon 
himself to make a canceled stamp again do 
service, woe betide that man! ‘The gates of a 
Federal prison yawn for him. Does a corporation exact 
a triple or quadruple rate for carrying mail-matter, Uncle 
Samuel closes his eyes and yawns wearily. 

Does some artist of pen and burin essay to counterfeit a stamp of 
whatsoever denomination, let him be assured that the man with the nickel 
star on his breast hovers in the background. Does a corporation dele- 
gate to itself Uncle Samuel’s privilege to carry all mailable matter within 
certain prescribed limits of weight, Uncle Samuel pulls his hat over his 
eyes and seerningly dozes off. 

Does some poor squatter dam a brook, the rangers get after him; 
but a rich monopoly may divert the very head-waters thereof. 

This is not justice. We demand equal opportunity to all. Give the 
men at the bottom a chance. It is just possible that, if carrier, clerk, 
user of canceled stamps, and counterfeiter were each allowed to go on 
his way unmolested for a time, then, when Uncle Samuel's attention was 
called to the matter later on, he would declare that the practice had been 
of long standing and should not be disturbed; that they had a vested 
right in it; and that to take from them these privileges would be to work 
hardship upon their wives and children. 

Some will doubtless say that the thing could not be done, but let us 
give the plan a trial, at least. It might, by allowing to everyone unre- 
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stricted scope for individual initiative and action, with the added incen- 
tive of personal gain, prove to be one of the “only ways” by means of 
which we shall be able to stop this foreign political ferment that is 
working in our midst. 


Louis Schneider. 
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IRRELEVANT. 


THE HusBAND.—If I should die, will you ever marry again? 
His WIFE (an actress).— What will your dying have to do with it, dearest? 
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ONE SURE WAY. 


THE 


IF HoTEL Paces, PorRTERS, AND Coat-Room Boys ANNoy You 
WITH THEIR ATTENTIONS, Try THIs. 


A FREE COLLECTION-AGENCY. 


()Z WAS once upon a time considered good taste to retain family 
‘Gi guarrels within doors; to keep the skeletons in the closets well 
articulated, to be sure, but only for the inspection of favored guest- 
Jriends. _But these are the days when the public prints 
are spattered with family stews. Young men sue their 
grandfathers for alienation of affections, men their 
wives for non-support,; minors want to litigate 
with their guardians over their chewing-gum 
allowance; the courts are jammed with 
domestic troubles that, fifty years ago, 
could have easily been settled by fisti- 
cuffs, tears, and a God-bless-you or two. 

Which is preliminary to reflections 
on the fact that a member of the Tuxedo 
Park colony (very exclusive family. 
y’ understand) has just withdrawn a 
$30,000 suit against his mother. He 
had charged her with fraud in keeping 
rom him a trust fund under the will 
of his grandfather. Nothing very excit- 
ing about that? No, but ponder this: 
“The stipulation withdrawing the action recited 
that the mother had paid her son all the income due on the trust 
fund, and that he had withdrawn his charges against her.” 
Which, in plain English, means that the son most unfilially 
and unchivalrously collected his bill through the courts; that the 
courts were used as a collection-agency. 

Now, if a son wishes to go to law against his mother, he 
has a perfect right so todo; but if he wishes to frighten a few 
dollars away from her he ought to adopt the less public and no 
less filial method of menacing her person with a blackjack. The 
courts are crowded with cases, most of them frivolous and unneces- 
sary. The larger part of them are, humorously enough, classed 
as equity cases; and these stand in the way of worthy criminals 
who have earned a right to taste the pleasures of jurisprudence. 
What advantage is there in commiting murder or burglary if one is 
fo have only an equivalent standing in the courts with young men 
who say their mothers owe them some small change ? 
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“BORN TO BLUSH UNSEEN.” 
Jason (exhibitor Alfalfa County Fair).—Some punkins, eh, Ezry ? 


Ezry.—Oh, medium! 


I wuz a-goin’ to show some o’ mine, but the danged 


nired hands said they wuz n’t no safe-movers! 


IN **MOURNFUL NUMBERS.” 


NE iders at the 40tude 
By 1 poor youth displayed ; 
Waom 4tune’s cruel 4ce pursued— 
He 4feited a maid! 





They ’d met beside a 7bush; 
The hour was rather 18 ; 

His 10der words raised many a blush; 
BeSly then smiled F8! 


Those dogs rushed 4th—4 dog read bull— 
The maiden, where was she? 

With 10der care 4 her quite full 
The lover climbed a tree. 


But when F8 smiles be9, beware! 
’T is 10 2 1 her plan 

Is 2 call 4th those dogs of war 
She 6 upor a man! 


He clung there with 10acity ; 
His every nerve was 10ce ; 
Prepared 2 catch the maid was he, 
And hold her in suspense. 


You wont believe the % 5 told, 
Although you 0 2 try, 
In deference to the maxim old 
That figures do not lie! 
Geo. B. Morewood. 


Alas 4 him! The maid mistook 
What his iniOtions were— 

As 4 the bull, his head he shook 
And tossed her otherwhere! 


5d 


pou Ben ADHEM asked to be written up as one who loved his fellow 


men. “I never tell anyone what a good time I have in the sum- 


mer,” he boasted. 





themselves. 


« an wants but little here below,” and some people are ewen satisfied with 


BLOCKING IT. 


( — Son.—This is my room, Pop. Cost $2,000 for this furni- 
ture. Probably seems steep to you. 
FaTHER.—No; but when you get hard up along about the middle 


" of the term, don’t sell the stuff to the junkman for fifty dollars. Send 
it home and I'll give you a hundred for it. 
WISE. 
Don’t 


5 lagen. don’t you tell us all what two times two is? 
you know? 
WILLIE (the Policeman's son).—Sure, but I ain’t going to commit 
myself. I'll tell all at the proper time. 





JUST ONE DAMNED THING AFTER ANOTHER. 











BRINGING HOME THE BACON. 


ARLY one beautiful summer morning, John P. Jones walked “shadow” and “tail"— ~< 24 
downacountry road. Over his shoulder he carried a keen- the little rodent that sits in 
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Greek words meaning 





edged axe. In one hand he carried a tobacco-box. In the shadow of its own tail. 
the tobacco-box was John P. Jones’s luncheon. In his No. J. P. J. did not even shy 
hip-pocket was a quart bottle of coffee. a stone at the squirrel to see 
In the trees the birds were singing. Inthe fieldsthe it run. He was busy. 
bees were humming. ‘The air was redolent with the scent was chopping wood. 
of white clover. ‘The singing of the birds made no par- — - When he had chopped until 
ticular impression upon John P. Jones. If he heard the the sun was about a-top the 
hum of the bees his face showed no surprise or pleasure. And world, J. P. Jones threw down 
as far as the odor of the white clover was concerned, it might, the axe, squatted under the 
so far as John P. Jones was concerned, have been skunk-cabbage. tree where he had 
John P. Jones was going to chop wood. He was going to fell cer-  tobacco-box, and ate his food. 
tain trees. The larger limbs he would split with a wedge. He would Afterward he rested at full 
chop them, as near as he could, in four-foot lengths. When he had a__ length on the cool ground. Soon 


He 


his 





pile eight feet long by four feet high he knew it was a cord. One cord he jumped up and went chopping 


of wood—one dollar for John P. Jones. 

The wood-chopper put his tin box under 
a tree, buried the bottle under cool moss, 
and went to work. He ran his thumb cau- 
tiously along the axe-blade. Then he stopped 
in front of a tall white birch. Having noticed 
the “lean” of it, so that he could “fall” it 
the right way, he swung the axe and buried 
it deep in the butt. He swung the axe a 
second time and took out a big chip. The 
axe continued its rise and fall. The chips 
came out clean and large. Soon the tree 
groaned and shivered. One more blow—it 
swayed, swayed, and came crashing down. 

John P. Jones did not consider, at this 
point, that he had taken the life of a beauti- 
fultree. He did not cogitate concerning the 
years it had taken to grow that tree; to mold 
its shapely trunk, establish its curious and 
interesting root-system, and gather from the 
soil the various elements which were, by the 
sun and rain, transmuted into sap and wood 
and bark. He chopped off the limbs, hewed 
it all into four-foot lengths, split the larger 
ones, and piled them neatly on an even piece 
of ground. Then he attacked a smooth, 
towering beech-tree. 

A bee came buzzing around the head 
of John P. Jones. He did not pause to 
consider the wonderful life of a honey-bee; 
the strange democracy that exists in a honev- 
bee’s hive; the exquisite metamorphosis of 
clover-nectar into honey, of pollen into bee- 
food and wax; the intricacy of Nature’s laws 











and regulations. He didn’t consider these 
things. He stopped a moment to swing his A DESERVING CASE. 
large hand and drive the bee away from his 
head. Then he went right on chopping wood. 
A squirrel came hopping along through the 
underbrush and sat on an old stump and whisked 
its tail in curiosity and fear. John P. Jones 


TAILOR-BIRD.— Poor fellow! I7’ll do what I 
can to make him look respectable. I presume 
his wife is a Suffragette. 


again. SOMETHING UP HIS SLEEVE. 
It was 

a sylvan spot, indeed, where John P. Jones 
was at work. If you, reader, had been 
there, you might have closed your eyes and 
seen a faun or a dryad or a fairy come out 
of the shady glen beyond. John P. Jones 
saw no fauns, dryads, or fairies. He had 
never seen a fairy. He did not believe in 
fairies. He was chopping wood. 

When the sun was getting low, John P. 
Jones “ knocked off.” He looked at his 
woodpiles. There were two cords and nearly 
a half acord besides. Two dollars and, say, 
thirty-five cents. Mighty good chopping, 
too. Then John P. Jones went home. 

He ate supper ravenously. He kissed 
the two children before they went upstairs, 
Then he fell asleep, from sheer fatigue, in 
his chair. A little later he woke up, asked 
the time, and went to bed. 

Now, John P. Jones, you will say, lacked 
imagination. Yes, he certainly did. 

You will say: “He might have stopped 
just a minute to admire the squirrel, to muse 
on the life of the bee, to imagine a fairy skip- 
ping through the glen.” 

But if John P. Jones had done all the 
things which, as a man of imagination, he 
might have done, how many cords of wood do 
you think John would have chopped ? 

“Well,” you say, “let him chop less wood 
and think more thoughts.” 

Yes, perhaps that would be better. But 
the man who hired John pays a dollar a cord, 
and not one cent for thoughts. 

“But cannot John chop wood and see 


fairies at the same time?” 


Well, suppose you try it and see whether it 


can be done. You had better take a surgeon with 
you, however. What’s the answer? I don’t 


saw the squirrel. He did not pause, however, to consider the lithe beauty know. I'm sorry John P. didn’t see a fairy. 1’m sorry the marvelous 
of that little body, the manner in which Nature had fitted it to lead acer- scheme of nature is a closed book to him. But wood must be chopped and 
tain life, to protect itself from enemies, to hoard its food against along and somebody must chop wood. Some may see fairies; some must bring home 
barren winter, and to extract the meat from the tough nut-shell with its the bacon; and the fact that you and [ sometimes prefer fairies to bacon 
powerful jaws and sharp teeth. Neither did John P. Jones ruminate on makes it all the more imperative that John P. must cultivate a closer ac- 
the fanciful and interesting etymology of the word squirrel—from two  quaintance with bacon than with fairies. Freeman Tilden, 
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Suita | has a funny sort of a job with one of the 

big commission houses which faceson Exchange 
Place. Most of the time, between ten and three, 
the customers see him just sitting in front of the 
big mahogany quotation - board, 
watching every move the board- 
boy makes, but apparently without 
the slightest personal interest in the quotations. 
Noone knows exactly what Smith’s connection with 
the firm is. Except the cashier. The cashier knows 
that Smith's ‘‘salary’’ is all the time being raised 
and lowered. That’senough forhim. It tells him 
that Smith is a ‘‘business-getter,”’ and that his 
‘‘salary’’ represents a fixed part of the commissions 
on the business he brings in. 

A few weeks ago the car which was bringing the 
head of Smith’s firm in from his Long Island place 
broke down at the New York end of the Manhattan 
Bridge. To the ‘‘banker’’ the walk across the 
lower East Side was a revelation. He had never 
been in that part of the city before. On Delancey 
Street the ‘‘puller-in’’ in front of a second-hand 
clothing store actually put his hands on the Wall 
Street man’s shoulders and tried almost forcibly to 
urge him into the dirty, ill- smelling shop. ‘‘Let 
go of me, you filthy brute,’ ’ he cried, wrenching 
himself free. But the ‘‘puller-in'’ only smiled 
ingratiatingly. ‘‘Ve got to make a living, you 
know, mister,’’ he said, rubbing his hands. 

Down at the office, later that morning, he was 
looking over a statement showing the business 
Smith had brought in during the half-year. The 
figures showed a steady falling off, month by 


When Tweedledee 
Met Tweedledum. 
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month. He was in a bad mood, anyway, and his 
experience with the East Side ‘‘ puller-in’’ had n’t 
helped histemper any. ‘‘Send Smith in here,’’ he 
said curtly to the boy who answered the buzzer. 

‘‘Smith,’’ he began, and the expression on his 
face was anything but pleasant, ‘‘we’ve got you 
here to get business, and you’re not getting i1t— 
enough of it. You’ve got to buck up. If you can’t 
get it with that smooth Waldorf way of yours, go 
get it some other way. But getit. If they won’t 
come in here, go out in the street and grab the 
first ——.’’ And then suddenly the broker stopped 
shortand a queer look came over his face. ‘‘ That ’ll 
do, Smith,’’ he added, quickly, ‘‘ that ’s all I wanted 
to say.”’ 

And to-day Smith is wondering just what, at that 
moment, went through the old man’s mind. 


* 


ONE upon a time there was a Prosperous Rail- 

road which was Heavily Capitalized. It had 
Bonds outstanding and Notes and two or three dif- 
ferent kinds of Stock. No one had an Idea what 
the Property was Worth, but it was 
plain enough that with such a varie- 
gated bunch of securities outstand- 
ing it must be Over-capitalized. That was the one 
sure thing about it. 

One day a Statesman discovered, first, that this 
Railroad was Prosperous; and second, that there 
was an Idea around that it was earning dividends on 
Watered Stock. ‘* Now that,”’ said the Statesman, 
first to himself and then out loud, ‘‘is All Wrong. 
The thing to dois to find out what this Property 
is really worth, and then allow it to earn only what 
is a Fair Return on the Capital Invested.” 

So the Statesman got the Legislature to pass a 
Bill ordering that a Valuation of the Property be 
made. It would cost a Lot of Money to make the 
Valuation, of course, but the People would get it 
all back in the shape of Lower Freight-rates. 

The Commission entrusted with the Appraisal 
Job was honest, and when it got all through had to 
admit that to reproduce the Property would take 
an amount nearly twice as great as the Road’s 
Capitalization. 

The Road thereupon gave notice that its Freight- 
rates would be Doubled. The State, having made 
the Valuation itself, could n't do a thing. 


Freight Rates 
and Logic. 








SAME. 


RESTAURANT PATRON 
to see vour baby has shut up, madam. 

MOTHER.—Yes, sir. You are the only thing 
that's pleased him since he saw the animals eat 
at the Zoo! 


causticalls lam glad 


The Moral is that it often isn’t a Bad Plan to 
Leave Well Enough Alone. 
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IRST BROKER.—It was really awfully kind of you, 
old man. You don’t know how I appreciate 
it. I want to thank you again—— 

SECOND BROKER.—Oh, that’s all right! Cut 
out the thanks. I was only too glad to do it for 
you. You can do mea favor some time. 

Two P.M. that Afternoon: 

FIRST BROKER.—Copper looks awfully strong to 
me. Think it’ll run up half a point or soin the 
next hour. Better buy yourself a couple of hundred. 

SECOND BROKER (eyeing him narrowly).—Preity 
sure of that? Somebody got an order to buy a few 
thousand ? 

FIRST BROKER.—Oh, I would n’t just put it that 
way, but—hurry up and buy your stock. 

Second Broker buys his couple of hundred. First 
Broker starts executing an order to buy three 
thousand and runs the market up nearly a point. 

It isn’t just right, of course, but how are you going 
to keep it from happening? Franklin 


UP AT HAMMERSTEIN’S ROOF. 
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AIDA OVERTON WALKER 
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HE old farm in winter garb is the way thev have the roof of the Victoria Theatre 
© If anything ever happened on the old farm 


—in winter garb, or any other garb—like the skaters on the ice-pond at Hammerstein’s, 


this year. Believe us, it's some farm. 


we'd all be back on the farm to-day. 


A fur neckpiece, a muff, a picture-hat, and a union-suit,—that’s the very latest fashion 
hint in the skating line. 
bunch who frequent the skating-rinks will be attired likewise. 
on hand, 


We refer to the ice-skating, of course. Maybe next winter the 


If they do we'll all be 
W. FE. Hil. 
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‘ER You, TEDDY!” 








MR. COMMUTER’S NEIGHBORS. 


¢RS. SUBURB. — Oh, Mr, Com- 
muter, I have been wait- 
ing for you to come by. 
Would you be willing 
to do a little errand for 
meinthecity? Thanks. 
I knew that you would. 
One nice thing about 
Commutersville is that the 
neighbors are all so obliging in 
regard to doing little errands 
for each other in the city. Mr. 
Suburb, you know, is away, 
and I have no one else to send by, so I wondered 
if you would call at Smith and Brown’s and get 
a little package they will have for me? I will 
telephone in and they will have it all ready. I'll 
ask them to have it ready for you at the Small 
Wares counter, and if it isn’t there of course they 
can tell you where to find it. So grateful to you. 
Mrs. CouNTRYLOVER.— Oh, Mr. Commuter, 
here I am again asking you to do a little errand 
for me in thecity. I would n’t trouble you but 
none of us are going in to-day, and | really 
must have several things for a dressmaker who 
is coming to work for me to-morrow. Ill 
‘phone in for what I want, and then give you a 
list of the things, and any of the ‘floorwalkers at 
Green and Whyte’s will tell you where to find 
them. It will be such a kindness. I often 
wonder what we would do here in Commuters- 
ville if the neighbors were 
not all so ready to do little 
favors. So good of you 
to be willing to do it. 
Mrs. CITYHAYTER. — 
Here I am “laying” for 
you again, as the small boy 
would say, Mr. Commuter. 
But then it is a whole week 
since I troubled you, and I 
would n’t_ do it now, but 
my husband is away on his 
vacation and so I have to 
depend on the neighbors 
to get me little things in 
the city. So nice to have 
such good neighbors. But, 
dear me, what would life 
be worth if one could not 
do little kindnesses now 
and then? I was reading 
the other day that life was, 
after all, made up of little 
deeds of kindness and 
all But what I wanted 
to ask was if you would be 
so good as to stop at Gray 
and Greene’s on your way 
up-town and leave this 
note. I would like to have 
you hand it directly to Mr. 
Softly, who is at the head 
of the draperies depart- 
ment, for it is quite urgent 
that he should get it as 
soon as possible before he 
begins on some work I am 
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paper and almost let you go clear by without 
seeing you. I’m going to take a day off and 
am not going to the city to-day, and I wonder 
if you’d be willing to stop at my office and leave 
these papers and a letter or two? I carelessly 
brought them home with me in my grip last 
night, and the boys in the office really ought to 
havethem. It would bea great accommodation 
if you’d go around by my office on your way 
up-town and leave them, and ask the boys to 
give you any mail for me that may have come 
in for me this morning. Do as much for you 
some day and———__ But I mustn’t keep you, 
for I know that Joe Mileage is waiting for you 
around the corner. Wants you to do a little 
errand for him in thecity. He and I are going 
fishing to-day. Don’t know what in time we'd 
do out here if the neighbors were n’t so ready 
to do a little turn for each other now and then. 
There’s Mrs. Garden beckoning to you from 
across the street. She probably wants you to 
do a little errand for her in the city. Better 
sprint along. It’s only three minutes until the 
7:40 is due, and you are six blocks from the 
station. Max Merryman., 
ed 


BULLS. 


iy “Bull Moose’? Party owes its fame 
To words that Teddy spoke; 

The “Bull Frog” is the better name— 
It’s surely bound to croak. 





having done in his depart- 
ment. ‘The draperies de- 
partment is on the twelfth 
or thirteenth floor, I forget which, but then the 
elevator-man can tell you. So kind of you 
to——— But I mustn’t detain you for I know 
that it is almost time for your train. Thank 
you so much, 

"Mr. Gatt.— Hello, there! Say! Say! Wait 
a minute, Commuter! Want to speak to you. 
Meant to watch for you, but I got reading the 








PROCEDURE. 


RS. KNICKER.—This book tells what to do 
before the doctor comes. 
Knicker.—And my check-book tells what 
to do after he comes. 


live issue is an issue which has sunk into the public mind. 
SAA issue is an issue which has sunk for the third time. 





AND THEN IT BEGAN. 


RAFFERTY.—Sure, Kelly, but I’m glad to see 
yez. Ithought ye were dead. I heard siv’ral 
pay ple shpakin’ well av yez! 


HIS DETERMINATION—A FABLE. 


NCE upon a ‘Time there was a Strict Sab- 
batarian and Perennial Pest, whose only 
Joy was in making other People uncomfortable, 
and who had, if) pursuance of his Favorite 
Pastime of regulating Everybody but Himself, 
succeeded in clamping down the Lid so tightly 
on his Native Village that 
even such Amusements as 
Checkers, Mumblety-peg, 
whittling out Wooden 
Chains, and smoothing up 
Walking-sticks with Emery 
Paper could no longer be 
indulged in with Safety; 
and stillhe wasnot Content. 
“T shall never Rest,” 
he declared, puffing out his 
Pomposity like a Poisoned 
Pup, “until I secure the 
passage of a Law prohibit- 
ing Airships from crossing 
over the County on the 
First Day of the Week, 
commonly called Sunday!” 
Mora/.—From this we 
should Learn that there is 
such a Thing as_ being 
Immorally Moral, and that 
the average Reformer 
beats the Band at being his 
own Press-agent. 
Tom P. Morgan. 


ANECDOTAL. 
guar ente was king of 


ancient Laconia, and 

being such, he deemed it 
only his duty to be as 
laconic as possible, so, in 
a manner of speaking, to 
set the pace for his people. 

Now, his wife was none 
other than the beautiful 
Helen, and, of course, the 
day came at last when she 
wanted a new hat. Could she have it? 

“No!” replied Menelaus. 

“Just because ‘no’ is a letter shorter than 
‘yes’!” protested Helen, and burst into tears, 
and at the first chance ran away with Paris. 


' takes time to make a classic, but it takes 
class, too. 
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YET THEY WANT 


HEY stood outside the busy shop, 
And gazed at things displayed: 

At hats and gowns and lingerie, 
For widow, wife, and maid. 

« A pretty thing,” he said at last, 

And pointed at a hat. 

“A pretty thing!’ she quick returned, 
Why, no one’s wearing that!” 





TO VOTE. 


He remained discreetly silent, 
Till he saw a tailored suit. 
“There!” he cried, “is a corker; 
That ’s what I call a beaut!” 

She turned on him a glance of scorn, 
A glance that crushed him flat; 
And the verdict that she uttered was: 

They a// are wearing that!” 





Maurice Bowman Phipps. 
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A SLIDING SCALE. 


Crry SPORTSMAN.—What do you charge for your services ? 
WoopsMAan. —Ez a guide or ez a deer? 








BOUGHT AND PAID FOR. 


i say this is worth five dollars,” said the wary customer. ‘ Now, do you 
guarantee that I’m getting five dollars’ worth of value for my money?” 
“Five dollars’ worth of value!” flashed the bright young clerk. “Why, 
Mister, for every one of them things we turn out there’s four middlemen, 
seventy-eight drummers, five banks, two railroad pools, eighteen advertising 
agencies, seven lawyers, and eight hundred and forty-two billboards all running 
up expense-accounts and adding value to that there article 
so fast that the comp’ny’s practically giving you the 
thirty-four cents spent on patent royalties, shop up- 

keep, raw material, and labor.” 

— 
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RANK CARELESSNESS. 
WoMAN PassENGER.—Conductor, why is the train standing here so 
long? A hot-box? It’s funny you never discover these things before 
the train starts! 














LIGHT ON A 
BURNING QUESTION 


MRS.—“‘Jim, that's the first time you've smiled for a month." 


MR.—“Yep! ‘Can't help it. Got some Prince Albert joy-smoke tobacco to-day 
for my old jimmy pipe. Won't burn my tongue. Gee, it's got a great taste ! 
Comes in 5c toppy red bags and 10c tidy red tins."’ 


MRS.—“‘If it tastes as good as it smells, you're a lucky dog?”’ 


MR.—“‘I got wise to P. A. through Bill Smith smoking it in cigarettes. He says 
it’s the bulliest tobacco in flavor and freshness that he ever did roll up. And 
Bill knows because he tried em all. P. A.’s the only one for him—and for me!" 











Copyright 1912 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 





PUCK 
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example of the 
PUCK PROOFS. 
Send Ten Cents for 
|  Fifty-page Catalogue 
of Reproductions 


in Miniature. 





Address PUCK 


295-309 Lafayette St. 
NEW YORK 


HAND PAINTED. By W. E. Hill. 
Proof in Colors, 14 x 12 fn. 


PRICE TWENTY-F:VE CENTS. 





























Budweiser 
The World’s F. avorite Bottled Beer 
What made it so?— 

QUALITY and PURITY 
173,184,600 Bottles sold in 1911. 








Bottled only at the Home Plant 
in St. Louis 


Anheuser-Busch Brewery 
St. Louis, Mo. 





SUCCESS. 














Instead of coming 
out by the handful, here is just ‘one’ in the comb.” — Le Rive. 


** My lotion has nicely stopped your hair falling out! 





Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- 
bott’s Bitters be used in making it; insures your getting 
the very best. ©. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





Wuewn Visirors CAME. 
“Mother,” asked the little one, on the occasion of a number of guests 
being present at dinner, “will the dessert hurt me, or is there enough to go 
round ?”—Sacred Heart Review. 





A Witiina PANHANDLER. 
Archbishop Ryan, of Philadelphia, 
| was accosted one day by a drunken 
|panhandler, who asked for a dime. 
|The Archbishop gave him the dime 
‘and said: “My friend, don’t you 
| think it would be possible for you to 
| walk in the straight and narrow path?” 
The panhandler straightened up. 
“Who? Me?” heasked, “Show it 
to me. I used to be a tight-rope 
walker.”— Saturday Evening Post. 


“ KNnowIn’ when to quit is a mighty 
good thing,” said Uncle Eben, “but 
knowin’ when not to start somethin’ is 
still better.”— Washington Star, 





THEY are calling Indiana “the 
| Mother of Vice-Presidents,” and she 
has to grin and bear it. — Adanta 
| Constitution. 


Pears 


Pears’ Soap has never 
offered premiums to 





| 
| 


induce ‘sales. It is, in 
itself, a prize for the 
complexion. 





] Established in 1789. 









THE KIND YOUR 
GRANDFATHER 
USED 

STILL THE BEST. 










Note style 


2% bottling 
This is the 
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eo tretites| Guaranteed 
we = Original 
ecu wm ackage. 






A taste that 
you can recognize and a 
smoothness that you will 
remember. 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co 
{ LOUISVILLE KY. 
| 
} 
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HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32. 34 ani 36 Bleecker Street. 
Buancn Wanrknouse: 20 Beekman Street 


All kinds of Paper made to order 





New Yous 








life-like picture, which 








PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF THE 


Hon. Woodrow Wilson 


In Colors, Size 14x21 inches 


SECURELY WRAPPED AND MAILED 
ANYWHERE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE 


AU Democrats and Progressives will want a copy of this 


petent critics to be the finest portrait on the market of the 
Democratic Nominee for the Presidency. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 





Price Ten Cents 


has been pronounced by com- 





annual 


























TS 
- 














Grounpbs for Divorce. 
A Cleveland lawyer tells this one: 




















Here is' the Totalizer of the Remington “A woman came up to my office the | 
Adding and Subtracting Typewriter. —~ day and wanted to know if she Wh 
These Totalizers are furnished in 347 dif- Combs get a Grove beganes Ser Sue y 






















ferent styles and sizes | band did n’t believe in the Bible. I 
j : | told her that unless she had something 
‘ 347! Think what that means! else on him there would be no use in | toa 
|| dt Means that the Remington Adding and Subtracting | bringing suit. 
; vee will add or subtract straight numerals ; dollars “<¢But he’s an absolute infidel!’ | | U 
cents; hours, minutes and seconds; feet and inches; 


Y 

an is heaton 
ds and ; bates she insisted. . 

ae es eee fee Sete ee That makes difens? sit.) Cap, east De 
of these things and many others with Totalizers of any “*¢Doesn’t it, indeed ?’ she cried, AMpPAGCME 
oe capacity and any itriumphantly. ‘Well, you are a fine 

— jlawyer, I must say. Here’s the laws When you buy a rib roast you 
It Means that the | of Ohio, and they say that infidelity, if | pay for the bone and the “erim’”? 
time and labor sav- proved, is a ground for divorce!’” — (which you can’t eat) as well as 
: é Cleveland Plain Dealer. , 
ing merits of the the meat, which you can eat. 


HE rose to speak, and as he rose If a butcher came along who 











- . 

1 No man earth was prouder; would sell you as good or better 

on 3ut those who listened only heard 4 whe 44 t ch 

4 One oft-repeated, hateful word— meat and who did nof Charge 

i | Or so he thought it—‘* LOUDER!” for the bone and trim, you would 

'| Adding and — Chicago Record- Herald buy from him—that’s not being 
Subtracting | “cheap,” it’s being intelligent. 

i An Enptess Cuan, 7 

! Typewriter _— | When you buy a foreign made 

(Wahl Adding | “My mother’s awful generous,” said| champagne you’re paying $1.00 

Mechanism) the New Boy. “She knows I hate to ae paying $1. 


take my cod-liver oil, so she gives me forimport duty and ocean freight 


ros a eager ’ : ~ a nickel every time I take it.” (which you can’t drink—that’s 
work where writing mn + ae “How often do you take it?” | the ““bone and trim’’) and $1.00 
ee {Laas Z queried the Other Boy. for the pint of wine. 
f si ‘ a | Three times a day.” Wh buy Cook’s I ‘al 
“Gee!” sighed the other in hopeless — ey ee eee 
envy at such wealth. “Fifteen cents you pay $1.00 (no bone—no 
; a day! How do you ever spend it all?” trim) for a champagne that is 
“JT don’t. She takes care of it for truly superior in every respect— 





me. And when there are enough purity, sparkle, fragrance and 









































‘ 
‘ tan, a 2 es 
, tg (incorporated); || |} nickels to make a dollar she : Re 
3 Bn i pin = f 64 OMe & anes tn ennt” deliciousness. 
5 ~ ~~ New _York-and /Everyw we S Seer we yee 
i — = “No. She buys me another one- Buy Cook’s 
dollar bottle of cod-liver oil.” — 
Young's Magazine. Sold Everywhere 
| and 
ne oe ~ 7 * Served Everywhere 
KNICKER. —- What is Roosevelt's / American Wine Co. 
platforin ? St. Louis, Mo. 14a 


Bocker. — The Decalogue and the 


monologue.— Zhe Sun. | : 
| ef GH 


“T suPPOSE he is made of the same 
stuff as other men?” Stitt Happy. 


‘CG — he ” \ WA, ~ . ; me 
“Good grac ious,no! He’satenor!” | 'f 3 He CHAMPAGNE « Freppie.—W hat’san optimist, dad ? 
Baltimore American. ’ \ : = la stelaita CopwicGer.—He’s the fellow who 


doesn’t know what’s coming to him.— 


a ee — | A * “ 
FOR MEN OF BRAINS S Lippincott’s Magazine. 
CIGARS WE Mitter «1 Mitwauket a . 
| THE only thing we can suggest to 
| | Lorimer is that he start another party. 


"MADE AT KEY WEST. —Atchison Globe. 
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Gus is but one ex- 
| ample of the PUCK 

PROOFS. Send Ten 
Cents for Fifty-page Cat- 


alogue of ‘Reproductions 














| in Miniature. 
| | wy 
° 
FisHMONGER.—Fresh ? Why, the unfortunate fish breathed its last just 
as it see you comin’ !—London Opinion. init : ; | 
- - Address PUCK 
sd pees aed a 295-309 Lafayette St., 
A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape Fruit THE OPTIC NERVE. By W. E. Hill, NEW YORK 
makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample of bitters by mail, | Proof in Carbon Black, 8 x 11 in. PRICE 25 CENTS. 


25 cts.:in stamps. CO. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md, 





























A TALE THAT NEVER WAS TOLD. 



































I. 
NATIVE.— Golly! Look what’s 
coming! 
























“If I can only make that hollow tree, I'’1l 










be all right!” 
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THE LEOPARD.— Geewhillikens! NATIVE.— For the land’s sake! OPERATOR.— You boobs! Why can’t you 
be careful! Here 


you ’ve spoilt that 
whole reel of films! Af Lee: — 
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EXTRA DRY 


Champagne 


The only American Cham- 
pagone ever awarded a 
Gold Medal at Foreign 
Expositions: 
Paris Exposition, 1867 
France 
Paris Exposition, 1889 
France 
Paris Exposition, 1900 
France 
Vienna Exposition, 1873 
Austria 
Bruxelles Exposition,1897 
Belgium 
Bruxelles Exposition, 1910 
Belgium 
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Pleasant Valley 
Wine Co. 
Oldest and Largest Champagae 
Producers in America 
Rheims New York 























Park@epers Friend 


He AGREES. 


Tue Heroine.—You area 
wolf in sheep’s clothing! 


THE VILLAIN. — Bah! — 
Lippincott’s. 
FuRIOUS. 
First Drar-Mute.— He 


wasn’t so very angry, was he? 
Seconp DraF-Mutre.—He 
was so wild that the words 
he used almost blistered his 
fingers.— Pittsburg Leader. 









Geo.w? Hoffman 


EXPENSIVE. 
She ’s swatted flies 
On every wall; 
We must re-decorate 
This fall. 


—Evening Sun. 
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PROVED. 
“Do you believe in luck?” 
“Yes, sir. How else could 
I account for the success 
of my neighbors?” — Detroit 
Free Press. 





Look out there. now—steady—take your time, 
old man! Make him put it over! 


Hit it—hit it—HIT IT! Hooooh! 
Velvet—smoothest of all smokes— 


IT HELPS! 





UNUSED. 

“Sir, I have all the gems 
of English literature in my 
library.” | 

“Yes, and I notice they 
are uncut gems.”—S4a/timore 
American, 









fine flavor. 





THE Father of Waters is 
the mother of appropriations. 
—Boston Transcrift. 


“Dip you ever tell that 
young man that late hours were 
bad for one?” asked the father 
at the breakfast-table. 

“Well, father,” replied the | 
wise daughter, “late hours | 
may be bad for one, but 
they’re all right for two.”— 
Yonkers Statesman, 
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Polish = NOTA BIT & saeroloacs 

WORKS QUICK OF BITE humidor jars 
WILL NOT SCRATCH - 








IF YOU LIKE HUNTING, 
FISHING, 


Puck Proofs 

















type, with the original illustrations, at 
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S havalieah Old Shebe en, 


“THE MORNIN’S MORNIN’.” | 


By Gerald Brenan. 


Ff P= Agents CAMPING, Photogravures from PUCK 
HUNAN ELMAN NL ATHA HH a5 JW AAIITHATIEN NLL Wanted aca Copyright 1908 by Keppler & Schwarmmann. 
OO aT You will like the fons became = 

fred NATIONAL 

_ SPORTSMAN 
Fall par- This magazine contains 160 
| 5 pages or more, crammed 
ticulars from cover to cover with 
photos from life, stories of 
hunting, fishing, camping 
sent when and tramping which will 
thrill and interest you. This 
you monthly visitor will lure 
| you pleasantly away from 
answer the monotonous grind of 
ererrr ee work to the 
- ealthful atmosphere of 

this Field, Wood and Stream 

Single copies 35e. Yearly 
| adver- subscription with watch 

fol 81.00 
J . 
Special Trial 
Offer 





IN response to the many requests from our readers for copies of this famous poem, which 
appeared in PUCK several years ago, we have issued it as a Booklet, in large, readable | 


TEN CENTS PER COPY 


Admirers of ‘*Shanahan’s Old Shebeen’’ will appreciate the opportunity to secure 
copies in handy pocket form. For sale by all booksellers and news- 
dealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. 


295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 














Send us 25 cents, 
Stamps or coin, 
and we will send 
you the National 
Sportsman for & 
months, als: 
one of our heavy 
burnished Or 
molu Gold Watch 
Fobs (reguler 

price SOc.) as here 

shown, with russet 
leather strap and 
gold-plated buckle 




















NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 


i - ‘canal EE — - 


AFTER reading a few newspapers a — 
one is led to believe that the New 
York police force divides its time be- 
tween Olympic games and man- 


slaughter.—A/i/eaukee Sentinel. 


THE FIRST AFFINITY 
By Carl Hassman 


Photogravure in Carbon Black, :3 x 19% in 
PRICE ONE DOLLAR, 


Smaller size, 11x8 in. Price Twenty-five Conts 


This is but one example of the PUCK 
PROOFS. Send Ten Cents for 
Fifty-page Catalogue of Re- 
productions in Miniature 


Address PUCK 
295-309 Lafayette Street New York 


Hostess (after presenting fan to 
prize-winner at whist drive ).—-Really, 
I’m afraid it’s hardly worth accepting! 

WINNER (appraising its worth).— 
Oh, thank you so much; it’s just the 
kind of fan I wanted—one that I 


Address 











should n’t mind losing. — Punch. 
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THE 
PERFECT SHAVING MEDIUM 


PPLIED directly on the face—lathers freely and instantly. 

Absolutely will not dry on nor smart the face—contains 

no free caustic. Breaks down the beard without the usual 

“rubbing in”. Extremely economical—i1o0o0 shaves per tube— 
no waste. Sanitary, antiseptic. 





MENNEN’S SHAVING CREAM is not the hasty product 
of a day, but the result of three years’ careful investigation 
and experimenting. The name Mennen is behind the cream. 


For sale everywhere, 25c Sample tube, Free. 


GERHARD MENNEN COMPANY 18 Orange Street, Newark, New Jersey 




















